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5 ALSTGN HOUSE
ABBEVILLE.C. H, 8. C,
CONDUCTED BY THE
MISSES CATER.
PERSONB traveling in. the up-munln

should stop at the

. ALSTON HOUSE,
~ Where they will find the table supplicd with
the best the country affords.
Terms moderate.

DANIEL H. SILCOX
FURNI'I‘UF.D WARE- ROOMS,

Nos. 1756 and 179 King street,corner of Clifford
Charleston, 8. C.

Afull and large assortment continiitff? on
hand and at the lowest prices. Call and ex
amine, 26-Cm

 PAVILION HOTEL,
CHARLESTON, 8. C.
R. Humilton, G.T.

! .S'upn'iu.'rndml'

Alfort & Ch.,
1 ’d'nprr'rforal.

=

e E;rk Roni’lsoh
DEALER 1N
B mk.-e, .\Iu.-":c and Stationery, and Faney
Articles,
AR THE ENGINE H6US ¥
(]li:\NGEB[H\(.:, C.H,S

meh G-

GEO. W.
It A

WILLIAMS &c o..
A CTORS
CHURCH STREET,

Chatdeuton, Fl C.
GEO. W.

)

WILI. IAI\N &(.‘O.,
WIOLESALE

GROCERS AND BANKERS,
NOS. 1 & § HAYNE STREET,

Cheatleston, S. C,

To Builders.

l am prepared to furnish SASHES, BDLINDS,
Doors, Mantels,and every stvle of inside work,
at the shortest lmtu:?1 and of best materinl, at
Baltimore rates, adding freight. Call in and
see catalogue.  Work warranted.
JOHN A. HAMILTON,

mch 13-1yr Orangeburg, S. C.

FERSNER & DANTZLER,
2353 07 A ey |
Orangseburg, 8, C.,

Oftice over store of Wm. Willeok.

F. FErsNER. I’. A. Daxtzrer, D. D. 8.
mch 12-3mos

o f i R

2

DR. T. BERWICK LEGARE,

DENTAL SUR(!EON
Ghaduate, Baltimore College ])cnlal
Burgery.

Ofce, Market sireet, Over Storc of J, A. Hamilton
feb 14

PIOTOGRARY GALLERY.

C. D. BLUME, Artist, has opened a Galléry

where he is prepared to uﬂ.v
Photographs,
' Daguerreotypes,
Ferrotypes, &c.,

Ina few minites at the lowest possible rates.

Waulk up to the Gallery over Mr. F. H. "
Briggmann’s Store, if you want to obtain a
present that is alwnya wppree inted hy Lovers
weethearts and others, viz: Yourself

Hal*r‘ucllungllnr.mteul nuay 1-1f
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' 0 Firam Ulysses, coma lmck lo )nur dud
“For the clock in’ the stecple strikes two,
. Ban Dommgo 8 ‘‘gone: up" and tlw Dmta lui\'e
‘gone mad,
And they swear it's all over wxlh you.
Philndelphln Conyentions  can helpiyou no
more; l
*Tha Methodist Conference won't pmy H
Thare's the ugliest news ﬂ-om the Ohio shore,
And in short—there's the dickens to pay!’
*  Come home, come hinma, gome honie!
~ Bweet Hiram Ulyaaca, ¢ me home |

Don Hamilton Qucer I‘ia]l fs fioundering out,
Of the muddy old treaty he made,
‘While your half-witted Frederick goea pranc-
ing about, -
In Europe, with fearful parade,
Bea Butler is cocking hiseyes on yonr spoonﬁ,
Tom Afurphy lics out in the cold; _
Your bands have stopped playing their cus:
tohr house tunes,
And ¥ fear me, sweet Hiram, you're “gold.”

There's a horse in this circus for you and
+ Colfax:
"Tis the horse thi t you rode in the South,
The monkey stands ready toicap on your hack
And there's whiskey to put in your mouth.
8o Hiram, dear Hiram, don't feel very. bad,
" When you hear that my tidings are true,
You are better at home with cigars and your
dady
*- ﬁ‘h‘t the boo}alc arc tiréd uf\ﬂll'

SE l ECTED B'BO]{Y

LOV L’ S BF 'l‘R XYAL.

BY AMY RANDOLPH

A
Just come in time, old fellow; I'm guing

down to Riker's Glen, fishing. Jones suys
there are eome magnificent trout hiding
away under the roots of those olil cedurs,
(.'omc—--il.'a'jusl ore of these sultry, sui-
tess duys that we shall be sure of a bite!”

Gierald .‘\lllmmin atall, symmetrically
made young fellow, with Lrilliant hazel-
brown eyes and (.]u-,!um'r dark gings of
hair, Tooked with a sort of patronizing tol-
cratizi upon young Charley Wayte, as
he stood on the piazza steps, rejoicing in
u broad brimmed hat and a redundane ¥
of paterif fishing-tackle.

“Not to-day, Charley
Is yeur sister at home?”

“My sister!”  Wayte's voice expressed
the most unmitigated scorn.  What were
all the sisters in ereation, compared with
nday in Riker's Glen and a fall ‘Lnsket
of gleaming, gold-spotted trout? “Yes—
Mabel’s in the sitting-room, I believe
and there's u lot of givls with her.  Fool-
ish things, all of 'em—-can’t make cither
head or il of their talk, Come, ohl
fellow—you ¢in take your pole ulong,
and I've got tackle for hoth !

But Sillingsby still resisted the tempt-
ing offer, anl Charley Wayle went whit-
ling down the graveled walk, mentally
deciding that “Silingshy was getting to
be an awful muff about Mabel.”

Poor Gerald—he had better have ac-
cepted Charley's eager invitation, and
busied himself in the dense’ shadows of
the deep ravine called Riker's Glen! Fog
sometimes it is beiter to be absent than
neglected !

Miss  Mabel Wayte sat demurcly
among her young friends, engaged in nn
olaborate picce of worsted work, and ap-
parently a great deal too busy to notice
such a common-place thing as a young
man, save by the merest inclination of
her head.  She had played with the ball:
of Grerald Sillingshy's heart so long that
when it came rolling to her feet, it was
the most natural llling in the world to
tuke no notice of it. Was he, then, a
fool, to place it so utterly at her capri-
cious merdy ? I am not so certain of that.
You could ne more have helped falling
in Jove with Mabel Wayte than he, had
you once been exposed to the wondrous
witchery of her melting eyes, the charm
of her delicious blushes and lingeying, low
dropped words.  There was sotnething
mesmeric about this slendeér, dark-orbed

; it's loo warm.

beauty that made men How down at hor

| plisht sliine’ npon ‘the ripples 'that. )
gnthbrcd low in her neck; her gkin
- [dark, with a tender penﬁhy -bloom !.lpﬂll

i that, mmmwmewnww

were

cither cheek, and lips as & daad-ripe nec-
tarine—and her eyes, halﬂqncenled by
the oatural droop of tJ:au- heayy, - wlnte
lids, wére' full of hidden,’ ghmermg llglilt,
such as you soméetimes see in deep, trans-.
Tucent pools, half overgrown by waters:
lilies afid tangled rushes, Minnie | Aui:-
‘ray had at'one time horrified  her | com-
panions by © declaring ‘- t.hnt Mabel

the ‘beautiful, cruel Bengal tiger fhey
had scen in the menageri¢ once? Mabel
had Inughed, but she had' visibly shud-
dered too. And pcrhaps tharo wag some
resemblance.

Gerald Silingsby thought those frnulo 15,
gitls fyould' never‘gu. Thcy stayed ta
linith—one of those dainty lunches that
Miss Wayte's holise-keeper knew 8o well

cake, cut in ‘thin, golden slices, with
with great,
fragrance filled the room.

the merest details of every-day life. And

service to read poetry to them, syfficient:
ly capacious to silénce them effedtually,

body of water.

met ?

]"m:ii]) they scattered: away, one:

together in the room, where golden bars
of sunset-light pl'tycd fitfully on the mat-
ting, .and the wet leaves of the i ivy with-
out, shook bright showers dowrt 4t every
stivof the wind. For there had been a
mngnifieent ll:umlewtnrm, with driving
sheets of rain #nkd sudden gusts of wind
and fiery arvows eleavirds the purple-hlack
heavens, and much pretty terror among
the assembled guests —except Mabel-
Mabel never was afraid of thunder,
Alone together! The moment had
come to which Gerald had feverishly
looked forward all day, and now, how
unsatisfactory it was. Had ever fo('cr a
more eapricious, provoking, little mis-
tress than Mabel wans? She would not
understand, She played with his heart
as the beautiful Bergal tiger might have
sported with a trembling, wounded gaz-
clle.
“Mabel,
passionately.

you are crue]!”

mering orbs half-closed, an “electric flash
—fnmlini; through the lashes, then her
eges fell to her worsted work again.

“Seven blues, one orange, two scarlets,
and a blue,” she murnmured, though.fully,
with her head on one side.

“Mabel,” ejaculated Silingsby , “I will
be answered.”

“And then an olive-green,” sighed
Mabel, softly. “But, after all, Abra-
ham’s fuce is going to look fust like all
other worsted-work faces, I did think
there was some little expression in the
last pattern. Gerald, pleage hand me the
seissors."”

Poor Gerald ruthlessly withheld them
from the littie extended hand.

“You shall not talk of worstéd work
and scissors until you give me some defi-
nite answer.”

“Then I shall have to bite my threads,
and—oh, dear! it is so bad for the teeth.,”

She made a little grimacs, as she anip-
ped off the bit of wool with her tiny pearl-
white teeth. Silingsby dido’t know
whether it would have afforded him the
most gatisfaction to kies her or box her
ears,

“Mabel.”

“Yes, Gerald, (in the meekest of tones.)

“Have you no heart at all 7!

“Peas mel  What a questiow to asle!
Don't I keep a poodle, and two' dovés, and
a eage full of canaries? and don't I stop

to kiss all the babics, and ery over all the

T
cbmmg hke the Ensrem \YOI'BIIIPP% ‘*iﬁ
the sun-—a homcthmg whlch Women mar-{Jq

velled at, and cuuld not undnrsf@ud‘i
Heﬂlmrr wils b]acxk as night, with a pur-|

WM:

Wayte's cyes were like {he sleepy orbs f

how to get up—chocolate frothing in -its |
tiny cups, biscuit-sand-wiches, and pound |}

china eaucers of cream, heaped- high |§;
searlet strawberries, whose |
Mabel wasa |
little epicure in cverything—an artist in |}

after. lunch Gerald was pressed into the
until he wished H} ¢on and all the rest at
the bottom of the Red Sea, or any other

But who ever knew the course of true |3
love to run according to rile and plum- 1§

byl
DY R i
one; und Gergld and Mabelwere -aloe =

es ofmlaery and distress in the circu-
t.ing library ?” feviny T
Nonsense, Mabel 1”  His btow #us
ving darker. Mahel’s eyelids droope-:f
lmmr Apparently she was deriying i in-
Ceqne satisfaction from their coliloquy:: *

with long enough, Mabel. One way or
Ee other, I must hava my futa decided
touay.”
‘s Mabel yawned. I wish I could fur-
=l’lmh you with a nice old fortune teller, in
& red cloak, to decide it for you, Gerald.”
¢ “Will you give me my answer, Mahel 7"’
'ﬂbe stitlightened up het lithe; willowy
Egure with & sudden motion:
Lr“I”lea.ut*.' #itig the bell. I forgot {6 ordie
ﬁ ‘and phpk will be home in ten miin-
m ”
| He rose qmotl;, rang the bell, rnd bade
er good evening, A pparently the slen-
er thread of his patience had given way

11; last.

; “Are you going, Gerald ?”

“I am going, Mabel, u.nd I shall not
%tum
4 He stood am instant; to give her the

portunity fo call him back to her side,
she wished to"do #0; but she only stuck
r worsted ricedle ruthless] y through the
atriarch Abraliam’s nose, and folded
er-work, and so they parted.

- And Mabel galhcrerl up her bright-col-
ed work, singing softly to herself: with
8§ éarious smile dimpling her mouth.

"'I wish I was a man,” said Mabel, half
f lmul “I know I wouldn’ t make such a
$uose of myself for the best woman that
fver lived.  Not return, indeed. He'll
8 back again to-morrow morning. Oh,
il gy hete did that provoking little ball
{nnk floss roll to? And Abraham's

slor won't be worth a fig without it "
EEiftecn “)mnulca later, Squire Wayte
eame’ !)‘ﬁfm.ﬁp“\ 'the wet oft “his “Haots,”
and rubbing his hards together.

“Why, howdark it is! Where are your
lights, child? What a thunder-storm we
have had. The little bridge at. Riker’s
is Wwashed completely away. Thebanks
have been shelved in, thef say.”

“The bridge in Rik&'’s Glet?

Mabel dropped the basket of work from
her hand. She remembered with a sud-
den start of unsyllabled fear that Gerald
Sillingsby had plunged into the woods,
taking the very path that led through the
Glen, She knew that it was very dark
even in the open landscape—how much
more fo thé tangied shadows of the Glen!

“He will not know that the bridge is
gone—he will miss his footing, and be

dashed in pieces,” was the wild fear that |-

rose up to her brain, “Oh, Gerald, Ger-
ald!—but perhaps it is not too late to save

'*‘"I have allowed myself to be_ trifled |
‘liands, she endeayored fo drag him up

ke cried,

She looked up with the sleepy, glim-

him yet.”

And before the astonished Squire conld
venture & word of question or remon-
strance, Mabel had fluttered out into the
twilight, and vanished.

Down through the lovely glen-path,
heedless of the sharp stones that cut
through her deinty kid slippers, reckless
of briars that caught at he¥ garments, and
showers of moisture that descended fromn
dripping bough and tangled undergrowth
Mabel Wayte hurried on, with beating
heart and face that was alternately flush-
ed and colorless, If she should be too
late!

And then it rose up before her like the
blank wastes of a dreary dését—what
life would be without the faithful lowe'
and worship of (Gerald Silingsby ?

But Mabel was only a weak girl after
all, and her strength began ‘o fail and
‘her limbz to yield beneath her ere she
had gone half way. A mall impulse of
dospair took poesession of her heart, but
the next instant it was supplanted by a
ray of hope.

“Charley thank Heaven, thereis Char-
ley! He will hasten on—he will warn
Gerald ?”

How thankful she ‘elt in hor heart for
the piscatory mania which kept her
brother go late beside the sunless poiks
bzneath the tangled cedar trees! She
would never laugh at Chavley again for
his devotion to trout fishing, she thought
is sle hurried on.

“Don't start, Charfay it is only I,” she

"Oh I am so glad I huw; fcmnd youl,
Hasten to the Glen hndg&—qulck!llt 18

‘washed uway, papa says, andT—and Ger-

ald Has gone home that ‘way, and' he will
be killed! Oh, Charley! why dou t you
atart??, :

Wlth all . the atrangth oi‘, her lmla

from his lazily: rec]l'nmg posture.
' “He will be dushed in pieces—he will

him! I know I have been cruel to him,
Charley—yon havd told me so s score of
times—but I love him, and he will be
killed } Oh (.‘Im.rnay, Clmrlay, for. my
anko, haster o hisrescue!”

‘Her 'passionite butcty died away into
a low hysterical gob ; her hands fell pow,
erless by her side; bul she resolved, with
set teeth, that she would not be: a ‘weak
fool and faint away as any other |Woman
might have ‘done,
“Mabel I”
Burely that was not Charley’s boyish

accent !'it was not Charley’s figure that
rose in thedim, purple-shadowed twilight,

strong embrace,

“Mabel, my treasure! my brave-heart-
ed little w fnte dove! half ah hour hence,
I did not care whether I lived or died;
noy;my life is precious beyond words to
me.

“Gerald!” she faltered, wuh a auddcn
backward rush to face, neck, and brow
of the blood which had but now curdléd |
icily around her heart. '

“Nay, never struggle to get away, little
one,” he murmured tenderly, “you’ have
confested in my own ear that you love
me ; it is too laté how to fetract. Come,
your hair is wet, yoiir Lhess is drenched
with dew and raing let"melead you home
agnindliei .Lm..wx:-..mr.rm!j._, B ks

“And leave a fellow all by himgelf—
much obliged to you!” grumbled awell
known voice, ns Mr. Churley Wayte came
serambling up the steep bank. “I didn’t
think you'd serve mesuch a mean trick,
Garuld, as to drop ‘the line, afier I'd got
i% all disentangled so neatly—the best
tackle in the county, ton!  It's all your
fanlt, Mahel—hallo! what are you, cr_}-
ing about '

“Hush, Charley, your sister is - norwu;
—zthe lms had a ﬁtght"'

“A fright—hat ‘about ? Girls are al-
ways getting frightened.”

And Charley marched homeward in
sullen dignity, leaving Mr, Silingsby and
Mabel to follow at their leisure.

There was a new and softened light in
Mabel’s wondrous eyes that night, as she
presided at the cosy tea-table. She had

i ton ¢

‘| betrayed herrelf, and yet she did noteare!

The beautiful Beugal tiger had his

faster, ana Mabel Wayte had found
hers!

A OHINEESE GITY.

Canton i3 the happiest-looking city I
have seen in China, and everywhere the
people seem ready for fun. Children are
born in the boats and live all their lives
in the boats, and the mother of them of
ten rows or seulls with a child strapped
on her back. Upon some of these <hil-
dren are tied bamboo floats, so that if the
darling témbles' overbonrd it is easily
fiched up and in. = Then there are grand
bont restaurants where parties go to feast
free from the dead air of the narrow
streets, and enjoying the free air of the
river. At night tllc river is gayer than
the city; for the gates of' the city—gates
by the score, within the great wall gntes
of the city— obatruct all night locomotion
wkhile the river is open and free. I lovad
to revel in a house boat at night, breathe
the good air, hear the squeaking guitar
or harp of the Chinaman, see his fire-
crackers, peep into his restaurants heap
the bnhics squall, and the mothers and
fathers snore.  Canton city is divided by
its streets into hundreds of comnpartments
i n{'gh'r #nd in or over each compart-
ment is u gate, closed ap night,  For or-
der and peace every littlo community

“within theso gates is responsible 4 the
authorities, for there is na' focal police,

fultered, breathless s agitated, as she

The system works well—shuts up shops

laid her trembling Faud on his showlder, 1 at dark, sends people to bed early, thus

die, and neyer know how dearly I Tove |

voice—it was a deeper, more tremtilous |.

and folded her weak form in -its close, |

a friendly letter, good wishes; and
deeds. Omneina :mlhon—once in

time—miy do'a ‘héFétt Wotion ¥ Bﬁi the'

happy man.

night gadding, all theatre: gbhg,wll

and bl!ling and cooing, brings nds
homé early nudlk’ "m‘ ‘:,'::ﬁf‘?  §iraying
| at night.” . ‘Chere is a-ri thieh

croises; abou; the r}m;m'pm;ﬁu!
‘bangs into you:if you dormot sail straight.

—dJames Brmﬂa;nI el 'f dea¥al
syl b :mih) s 08
 CoLDN'T BEs' I'r. T]:[e

tleman ‘who fules’ thé rlﬂn
buys.ii-a-corlain {owi i b
occasion; WM;?.!EFGH&M Tittle oy

named Joh whit
iuf Mhi p-

is callol hois
ped, and iniorder o gonminee him he
was justly punighed,.his teacher ‘made
the following wrgnined e v fm'l
“Now, nny, ou
ing & h{vg)iw 3M§ a keen
switch in your lnmd, #nd 4l at.once the
horse were to stopand refuseto RO farther;
what would you do 27y u N B it
n stifled up his so
and’ l'};oﬁmg ‘prth otgh' i qnqmgp\h
cently: replied, X0 emwuo bm.mtr" W
‘But, Julmqy snpposg, lie wouldnit go
i| for. your, cluckmg, what then?”’ .
" MI'd get down*and lead him, W, ’Am,\ .
“And what if he were nﬂhﬂﬁé,\ﬂﬂd
would not let you lead-him ¥ ~—oorn
“Why, I'cttake off his, budle and turn

|| bim loose, and walk homc gir,” =~

“You may go ta ym.u seat, Johnny. o
! Johnny éould not be' made: rt.o s@'e ‘the
.naceesuy for uainglthe mwh vl

4 g ;‘ [

Lle things.  He who, travels over, ampu-
nent must go: sl,cphy step.. . He who i
books must do it seqtcnce by qcntmme.-
He who learnd'a sclcnce muat}ﬁt‘tztrh;“t'
fact by faw ‘and g ucipl' uﬂ;a P "e y
| plew.sMWha "-' 3 PP e
madea,, up . of
kindnesses, pleasant words, gemq,l,qpilgs,
gnod
hfe

£? -

little things that' make’ dp'ou¥ life come

cvery day and every hour.  If we make

the little events of life beautiful and good,
then is the \\llola life hcauuful and, gbnd,
then 15* the w}wla life fqil of beauty alld‘

gond ness —[Sri.rcrrn.

ettt e pingir 11154 .rL‘ LTOYAY T A ALy

A’ DRUSKARD'Y 'rf:‘sﬂiibiuiﬂ'*rau'
me,” said a beneyolént visitor to! & p&mr’

*drunkard, while urging him to sbaaden

the mlm.u.atmg cup, “Whare was it yon.,
took your first step in  this mtemporate

course?’

“At'my father’s table,” replied thg A
““Rofore I loft home'T ‘had’
acquired a love forlthe' drink thut' Has:
ruined me. The first drop I ever tonk:

was hande(, _me=hy my pour hcarq.})mﬁpu‘
mother.” -

Aoty d3 L IR T
Love is inde! n.tlrgalu.ble 3 ll- never weanq!, 4
Love is mcxlmust:blo, it blooms and
buds again ; and the more it s Mt’t‘seﬂg
the more it ahounds, ™ 11

Hope is the sweetest frie~d  that evdyr -
kept a distressed soul company; it biesr
gmlm the tediousness of the way—ail ﬂm
miseries of our pilgrimage.

If you fall into mibfbrl.mno, dnanga'gi? :

yourself'as  well s ipow: e#d. . Erepp

briers, A .
e ] ——

A lady cortespondent eays ; “'I‘l%a1 firet

time I was kissed I felt hke—well-——h‘ce‘- :

a tub of roses swimming in honey, cologne.
nutmegs and  cranberries. I felt as if
something was runuing through my nérves
on feet of diamonls, escorted hy m:vornl
little cupids in chariots drawn by honey-
suckles, and the whole aprend with ﬂ{ol-
ted rainBuws."” !

T O

The must popular musical mmmltlm'

“Father, may [ go out to vote?""
“Yes, niy boy, and freely ;

And vofe for Horace Greeley 177 ar

—-.4-.#.____.

Dr. l'nmklm says that "overy llltb
fragment of the day should be saved.”

prepurmg tHein fo nm-garly,gzpmp'émﬂ :

goireed and' ‘evening parties, ll- 'm‘nklfx’g A

re rid-

L LarriE Tmms.——hre is m‘ttffé'uf» bfht-. :

Lmle couruauim, ‘lilﬂa |

i ;1{ .Jl!
..,) '

E)

e Sl gt [T YA U

,1 Ty

through the bishes that las\-'e the 19\1 est

)I‘ i
now sung in New York commences wlth.a .

Put on your old white hut snd coaf”#i1*




